


We wifh it ours againe. The prefent pleafure. 

By rcuolution lowring, docs become 
The oppofice ofic felfc: (he’s good being gon. 

The hand could plucke her backe 3 that Ihou’d her on. 

I muft from this enchanting Queene brcake off. 

Ten thoufand harmes, more then the illes I know 
My idlcneflc doth hatch. 

Enter Svobarbus. 

How now Enobarbus. 

Eno, What’s your pleafure,Sir ? 

Anth. I muft with hafte from hence. 

Eno. Why then we kill all our Women.Wcfeehow 
mortal! an vnkindncffe is to them, ifthey luffer our dc - 
parture death’s the word. 

Ant. T muft be gone. 

Eno. Vnder a compelling an occafion.let women die. 
It were piety to caft them away for nothing, though bc- 
tweene them and a great caufe, they fliould be eftcemed 
nothing. Cleopatra catching but the leaft noy fe of this, 
dies inftantly: I hauc feene her dye twenty times vppon 
farre poorer moment: 1 do think there is mettle in death, 
which commits fome louing a<ftc vpon her.lhe hath tuch 
a celerity in dying. 

Ant. She is cunning paft mans thought. 

£ no. AlackcSirno,hcrpaflionsare madcof nothing 
but the fineft part ofpure Loue.We cannot cal her winds 
and waters, fighes and tearcs : They are greater ftormes 
and Tempefts then Almanackes can report. This cannot 
be cunning in her j if it be, fhe makes a (howre of Raine 
as well as loue. 

Ant. Would I had neuer feene her. 

Eno. Oh fir,you had then left vnfecne a wonderfull 
peece of worke, which not to hauebcene bleftwithall, 
would hauc diferedited your Trauaile. 

Ant. Euluia is dead. 

Eno « Sir. 

Ant. FuIma is dead. 

Eno. FhIuia } 

Ant. Dead. 

Eno. Why fir, giue the Gods a thankefullSacrifice: 
when it pleafeth their Deities to take the wifeofa man 
from him,it fhewes toman theTailorsofibc earth:com- 
forting therein, that when olde Robes ate iworne out, 
there arc members to make new. if there were no more 
Women but Euluia, then had you indeede a cut. and the 
cafe to be lamentcdjThis greefe is crown’d with Confo- 
Iation, your old Smocke brings foorth a new Petticoate, 
aud indeed the teares Hue in an Onion, that fhould water 
\his forrow. 

Ant. The bufinefle (he hath broached in the State, 
Cannot endure my abfcnce. 

Eno. And the bufinelfe you hauc broach’d heere can¬ 
not be without you, efpecially that of Cleepatra'$ T .vthich 
wholly depends on your abode. 

Ant. No more light Anfweres: 

Let our Officers 

Hauc notice what wepurpofe. I (hall breake 
The caufe of our Expedience to the Queene, 

And get lm loue to part. For not alone 
The death of Euluia , with more vrgent touches 
Do ftrongly Ipcake to vs: but the Letters too 
Of many our contriuing Friends in Rome, 

Petition vs at home. Sextus Pompeitu 
Hauc giuen the dare to Cafar, and commands 
The Empire of the Sea. Our flippery people, 

Whofc Loue is neuer link’d to the deferuer. 


TheTragedie of 



Till his deferts arepaft, begin to throw ~ . 

Pompty the great, and all his Dignities 
Vpon his Sonne, who high in Name and Power 
Higher then both in Blood and Life,(lands vp * 

For the maine Souldier. Whofe quality going on 
The fidcs o’th’world may danger. Much is breed 1 ’ 
Which like the Courfers heire, hath yet but life 
And not a Serpents poyfon. Say our pleafure * 

To fuch whofe places vnder vs,rcquire 
Our quicke remoue from hence, 

Enob. I (ball doo’t. 

Enter Cleopatra,Charmian, Alexasytni 

Cleo. Where is he? 

Char. I did not fee him fince, 

Qto. See where he is. 

Whole with him, what heroes: 

I did not fend you. Ifyou hnde him fad. 

Say Iamdauncing: if in Myrth, report 
That I am fodainc ficke. Quicke,and returne. 

Qtar Madam,me thmkes ifyou did loue him deerly 
You do not hold the method, to enforce 
The like from him. 

Cleo. What fhould I do, I do not ? 

Ch. In each thing giuehimway,croffehimin nothino, 
Cleo. Thou teacheft like afoolctthe way to lofehim. 
Char. Tempt him not fo too farre. I wilhforbeire 
In time we hate that which we often feare. 

Enter Anthony. 

But heere comes Anthony. 

Cleo. I am ficke,and fulPn. 

An. I am forty to giue breathing to my purpofe, 
Cleo. Helpeme away deerc Charmian, I (hall fall, 

I I cannot be thus long, the fides of Nature 
Will notfuftaineit. 

Ant. Now my deereft Queene. 

Cleo. Pray you (land farther from mee. 

Ant. What’s the matter? 

(fleo.\ know by that fame eye ther’s fome good news, 
What fayes the married wopian you may goe ? 
Would fhe had neuer giuen you leauc to come. 

Let her not fay'tis I that keepe you heere, 

I haue no power vpon you: Hers you are. 

Ant. The Gods beft know. 

Cleo. Oh neuer was there Queene 
So mightily betrayed : yet at the fitft 
I faw thcTreafonsplanted. 

Ant. Cleopatra. 

Cleo. Why fliould I thinkc you can be mine, & uuc 
(Though you in fwearing (hake the Throancd Gods) 
Who haue becne falfe to Euluia ? 

Riotous raadneffe. 

To be entangled with thofe mouth-made vowes 
Which breake themfelues in fwearing. 

Ant. Moft fwtet Queene. 

Cleo. Nay pray you feeke no colour for your going 
But bid farewell, and goe: 

When you fued flaying. 

Then was the time for words: No going then 
Er ernity was in our Lippes, and Eyes, 

Bliffe in our browes bent: none our parts fo pooie, 
But was a race of Heauen. They are fo ftill, 

Or thou the greateft Soulaier of the 
Art turn’d the greateft Lyar. 

Ant. How now Lady? 
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Cleo. I would I had thy inches, thou fhould’ft know 
There were a heart in Egypt. 

Ant. Heare me Queene: 

The ftrong neceflity ofTime, commands 
Our Seruiclcs a-while: but my full heart 
Rctnaincs in v(c with you. Our Italy, 

Shines o’re with ciuill Swords ; Sextus Pomptius 
Makes hi* approaches to the Port ofRome, 

Equality of two Domefticke powers, 

greed fcrupulous fatftion : The hated growne to lrrength 

^re newly growne to Loue :Thc condemn'd Pompey, 

Rich in his Fathers Honor.creepes apace 

]nto the hearts of fuch.ashaueuot tbriued 

Vpon the prefent ftate,whofe Numbers threaten. 

And quietnefle growne ficke of reft,would purge 
By any defperate change: My more particular. 

And that which moft with you fhouid fafe my going, 

\sfuluias death. _ 

C/w.Though age from folly could not giuc me freedom 
It does from childiflineffe. Can Euluia dye? 

Ant. She’s dead my Queene. 

Looke heere, and at thy Soueraignc leyfure read 
XheGarboyles fhe nwak'd : at the laft,beft. 

See when,and where (lice died. 

Cleo. O moft falfe Loue j 
Where be the Sacred Viollcs thou fhould'ft fill 
With forrowfull water ?NowI fee, I fee, 

In Fuluias dcath,how mine receiu’d fhall be. 

Ant. Quarrell no more, but bee prepar’d to know 
The purpolcs 1 bcare: which are,or ceafe, 

Asyou (hall giue th’aduice. By the fire 
That quickens Nylus (lime, 1 go from hence 
Thy Souldief, Scruant, making Peace or Warre, 

As thou aflfe&s. 

Cleo. Cut my Lace, Charmian come, 

But let it be,I am quickly ill,and well, 

So Anthony loUCS. 

Ant. My precious Queene forbeare, 

And giue true cuidcnce to his Loue, which ftaruls 
An honourableTriall. 

(teo. So Euluia told me. 

Iprythee tustie afide s and weepe for her. 

Then bid adiew to me, and fay the teares 
Belong to Egypt. Good now, play one Scene 
Of cxcellent diffembling.and let it looke 
Likepcrfeift Honor. 

Ant. You’l heat my blood no more? 

Cleo. You can do bettcryet: but this is meetly. 

Ant. Now by Sword. 

Cleo. And Target. Still he mends. 

But this is not the beft. Looke pry thee Charmian , 

How this Herculean Roman do’s become 
The carriage of his chafe. 

Ant. JleleaueyouLady. 

Cleo. Courteous Lord, one word: 

Sir, you and I muft part, but that’s not if : 

Sir,you and I haue lou’d, but there’s not it: 

That you know well, fomething it is I would : 

Oh, my Obliuion is a very Anthony, 

And 1 am all forgotten. 

Ant. But that your Royalty 
Holds Idlenefie your fubic£l, I fliould take you 
ForldlcnefTe it felfe. 

Cleo. ’Tis fweating Labour, 

Tobeare fuch Idlenene foneere theheart 
As Cleopatrat.\i\%, ButSir,forgiUeme. 


\ Since my becommings kill me, when they do not 

Eye well to you. Your Honor calles you hence. 
Therefore be deafe to my vnpittied Fblly, 

And all the Gods go with you, Vpon your Sword 
Sit Lawrell vi&ory, and fmooth fuccefle 
Be ftrew’d before your fccte.; 

Ant. Let vs go. 

Come: Our fepararion fo abides and flies. 

That thou reciding heere, goes yet with mee ? 

And 1 hence fleeting, heere remaine with thee. 

Away. Exeunt. 

Enter Qttauius reading a Letter , Lepidue , 
and their 7 raine. 

y oU may lee Lepidue f ttnd henceforth know? 

It is not Cafars Naturall vice, to hate 
One <’reat Competitor. From Alexandria 
This is the newes: He fifties, drinkcs,and waftes 
The Lanipesofnightinreuell: Is not more naanlike 
Then Cleopatra : nor the Queene of Ptolomy 
More Womanly then he. Hardly gaue audience 

Or vouchfafeto thinkc he had Partners. You 

Shall finde there a man, who is th’abftra£h of all faults. 
That all men follow. 

Lep. I muft not chinke > 

There are, euils enow to darken all his gcodneujr: 

His faults in him, feeme as the Spots of Heauen, 

More fierie by nights Blackncflc ; Hereditarie, 

Rather then purchafte: what he cannot change. 

Then what he chootes. 

Caf. You 3 re too indulgent. Let’s graunt it U not 
Ami(fe to tumble on the bed ot Ptoicmy, 

To giue « Kingdome for a Mirth, to fit 
And keepe the turne of Tiplin'g with a Slauc, 

To rccle the ftreets at nootie, and (land the Buffet 
With knaues that finch of fweate : Say this becortis him 
( As his compofure muft be rare Indeed, 

Whom thefe things cannot blemifti) yet muft tsfttthenj 
No way cxcufe his foylcs,when we do beare 
So great waight in his lightnefte. Ifhe fill'd 
Hi; vacaiicic with his VoluptuoufnefTe, 

Full furfets, ind the drinefte ofhis bones. 

Call on him for’t. But to confound fuch time. 

That drummes him tromhis fpoit,and fpeakes at lowd 
Ashis ownc State.and ours, ’tis to be chid : 

As wc rate Boycs, who being mature in knowledge, 
Pawne their experience to their prefent pleafure. 

And fo rebcll to iudgement. 

Enter a Mefienger. 

Lep. Hcere’s more newes. 

Mcf. Thy biddings haue beene done, 3c eitcrichoure 
Moft Noble Cafar, (halt thou hauc report 
How ’tis abroad. ^Pompey is ftrong at Sea, 

And it appeares,he is bdou’d of thofe 
That only hauc feard Cafar: to the Ports 
The difeonteats repaire, and mens reports 
Giue him much wrong’d. - 

Caf. I fliould haue knowne no leffc. 

It hath bin taught vs from the primall ftate 
That he which is was vrifht, vntill he wem 
And the ebb’d than, 

Ne’re lou’d, till ne’re worth loue, 

Comes fear’d, by being lack’d. This commonbod?e, 
Like to a Vagabond Flagge vpon theStrcarae, 

Goes too,and backe, lacking the vairying tyde 
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